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Summary: And with that thought everything shattered. The 
hope that had blossomed somewhere next to his heart 
darkened and died. Matthew couldn't possibly see him the 
same way. Normal boys don't like other boys. 


*Chapter 1*: Chapter 1 


Warning: BoyxBoy themes and so on. Don't read it if this 
makes you uncomfortable. 


Disclaimer: | don't own Golden Sun or the characters, plot, 
abilities etc. 


Author's Note 


So this is my first attempt at writing a story and posting it 
online. I've been writing for myself for quite a while, but I've 
never actually submitted anything for others to read. I'm 
always looking to improve my writing, and I'm really hoping 
that all of you other authors here can help me with that. So 
reviews and constructive criticism would be greatly 
appreciated. | greatly enjoyed writing this story, sol hope 
you all enjoy reading it. Matthew and Rief just seem so 
perfect together to me, and | found that | just had to write 
something about them. There seems to be a lack of this 
pairing online, and | definitely think that there should be 
more. | think I'm planning on a second chapter, but there's 
no guarantee yet. 


Sleepless Nights 


Rief straightened his glasses as he looked down his nose at 
the pages before him. The pages, his open journal, were 
currently being treated to another blank stare as the water 
adept drifted about, lost in thought. This had become a 
habit as of late it seemed. He would check out several times 
during the day: his eyes acquiring that far-off glaze as his 
mind raced away. Luckily, none of his friends had appeared 
to take note. 


The blue-haired boy flipped a few pages listlessly, his breath 
gusting out in a heavy sigh. Rief had become distracted. He 
sat on the roof of the newest small town's inn, his hair 
glowing ever so slightly in the light of the moon. This was 
his third sleepless night in a row. It seemed his thoughts 
didn't care if he slept. They were determined to keep him 
conscious, thinking and worrying. 


And so once again he had swung his legs off of his bed and 
stood up. Then, he had pulled on his outer robe and crept to 
the door. Pulling it open quietly, he winced as the squeak of 
a floorboard sawed loudly through the somber night's 
silence. Rief had frozen in place and just listened. The last 
thing he wanted was to rouse his friends from their slumber. 
When the boy was satisfied that he had woken no one, he 
had moved out into the hall. He stole down the corridor 
quietly and opened the window over the roof below. 


And that's how he had come to be sitting on the apex of the 
inn's slate-shingled roof, his back resting against the brick 
chimney leading into the common room below. He had sat 
down and pulled the small, white-bound book from his belt: 
a pen had been inked, and Rief had filled several pages with 
his neat, slender script; funneling the storm of thoughts that 
whipped about his head down into the hand that moved 
against the page. He had eventually stopped his writing, 
and now Rief was just staring off into the shadows. 


Matthew. Rief sighed again, his shoulders falling slightly. His 
keen blue eyes, usually dancing with the light of some deep 
observation, were unfocused; set with a sorrowfully forlorn 
look. He let the small book fall closed as his arms slowly 
sank to his sides. His earth-manipulating, blond friend was 
the reason for all of Rief's mental discomfort, a fact that 
Matthew was not directly responsible for or even aware of. 
No, Rief was the one who had created the current situation. 


It had started simply enough. Rief had only been curious. 
Rief was always curious. So of course he was curious about 
the other Adepts when he first joined the group. Sure, he 
had heard stories about them and their parents from his 
mother; Mia was also a Warrior of Vale and a close friend to 
Isaac in particular, but he still didn't know much about who 
they were. Their personalities and their motivations were a 
mystery to him. 


And so Rief had gotten to work. He put every scrap of his 
burgeoning intellect to the task of finding out more about 
them. Tyrell had been easy to understand. He was a simple 
person with simple explanations. Karis too had been easy to 
understand. Not because she was simple, but because she 
was so complex. The Jupiter Adept also possessed a quite- 
gifted mind, and the two thought a lot alike. Rief had seen 
her studying him, much like he was studying her. But 
Matthew was a different matter altogether. 


Rief found the older boy fascinating. He had instantly 
bonded with the leader of their group. Matthew was even 
more soft-spoken then he was himself, and the tall teenager 
was incredibly deep. He was often lost in thought, and he 
had the most interesting insight into a multitude of things. 
Matthew always considered his words carefully, and Rief 
loved having conversations with him; things just felt so right 
when they were together. And then one day Rief was forced 
to confront a new idea. 


They had just left Ayuthay, and everyone was adjusting to 
the presence of the newest addition to their group: the 
Mercury-wielding prince, Amiti. They were camping in the 
middle of the forest near the edge of a lake, spreading their 
bedrolls directly on the open ground to enjoy the warmth 
and comfort of the clear summer evening. Rief had 
wandered down to the very edge of the water to be alone. 


They had all seen what he was capable of in battle. And Rief 
felt useless. Amiti was faster and stronger than he was, and 
his attack spells seemed to be more powerful as well. Rief 
sat under a tree by the water's edge and wrapped his arms 
around his knees. 


He sat there for over an hour, mentally berating himself and 
wishing that he were stronger. The sky was painted red with 
the rays of a dying sun when finally Matthew announced his 
presence. He walked down to the edge of the water and sat 
beside Rief. The smaller boy lifted his forehead from his 
knees and glanced uneasily at Matthew, looking away 
quickly. He raised an eyebrow when the earth adept slowly 
flicked one finger up and then out. A pebble rose from the 
ground and shot off along the surface of the water while 
Matthew remained silent. Rief straightened his limbs and 
fixed his gaze on the ground by his feet. 


"I saw how upset you were earlier." Matthew finally said, his 
voice sending a jolt straight up Rief's spine. "You aren't any 
less important because he's with us now. | wanted to make 
sure you knew | felt that way. You aren't useless." 


Rief's eyes widened as he raised his head to meet Matthew's 
gaze. The blond boy knew him well enough to know exactly 
how he was feeling. And he was saying that Rief wasn't a 
useless burden. His eyes moistened and he looked away. He 
still felt inadequate, and suddenly Matthew shifted against 
the tree. He brought his right arm up and put it around Rief's 
narrow shoulders: the boy tensed and a bright flush spilled 
across his pale face. He nervously pushed his glasses back 
up his nose, his hand shaking ever so slightly. Matthew 
pulled him closer and Rief found himself pressed tightly 
against his leader's torso. His whole body went tense before 
his eyes began darting back and forth, confusion and fear 
mixing with the first few tears that fell. 


The soft fabric of Matthew's scarf brushed against Rief's 
cheek and he just let go. His tears stopped falling after a 
minute, but the boy's entire body began to tremble. All of 
his fears and uncertainties were raging through him at the 
same time, and, if not for Matthew, Rief would have been 
swept away to drown in the current. For a while it was all 
Rief could do to hold on. His forehead was pressed hard 
against Matthew's shoulder, while his right hand desperately 
clutched the front of his leader's jacket. 


They sat there like that for a while, Rief quivering and 
Matthew soothing, and before long the smaller boy's tremors 
died down. The tension slowly left Rief's body and he 
relaxed against Matthew. As soon as his thoughts stopped 
racing, Rief realized how warm the other boy was. And as 
that warmth seeped into his frame, suddenly he felt 
something new. 


Now, Rief had been hugged before; by his mother and a few 
of the elderly citizens in Imil. And then there was that time 
during the Winter Festival when he'd been grabbed by one 
of the bolder village girls. So Rief knew what it felt like to be 
embraced, but this time, with Matthew, there was something 
there that he just couldn't place. A sort of, uneasiness, 
inside of his chest: It was like a hand was grasping his heart, 
squeezing and forcing it to beat faster and harder. The 
lightness came next, making him feel faint and happy and 
content and... He didn't know what. 


It wasn't until weeks later that Rief began to understand 
what else the hug had made him feel. Rief was lying on his 
back on top of his bedroll, up late again thinking, when he 
finally realized his feelings towards Matthew. His eyes 
widened and a small "Oh." slipped out into the darkness of 
his tent. Everything fell into place as he turned this 
newfound fact around in his head. He was in love with 


Matthew. The blue-haired boy was amazed at how sudden it 
all was. Weren't people supposed to know each other for 
years before they felt this way? He had only just met 
Matthew a few months ago, and apparently he was already 
utterly smitten. His mind raced ahead, excited by the many 
new possibilities that began laying themselves out before 
him. 


Rief let out a wry little laugh when he stumbled upon the 
problem. Matthew, like Rief himself, was a boy. And with that 
thought everything shattered. The hope that had blossomed 
somewhere next to his heart darkened and died. Matthew 
couldn't possibly see him the same way. Normal boys don't 
like other boys. He clasped his arms tightly around his chest 
and he cried. He cried, and this time Matthew wasn't there 
to comfort him. This time Rief was alone. The tears just kept 
coming and soon his blanket was soaked. He had buried his 
face into his bedroll so as to muffle his sobs; no use in 
waking his friends just so that they could pity him. And of 
course they would ask what was wrong, but there's no way 
that he could tell them. He couldn't let them know how he 
felt. 


And suddenly, with the raucous screech of a nearby owl, Rief 
was jolted from his reverie and found himself back on the 
rooftop. His head snapped up and he reexamined his 
surroundings. The moon was no longer visible, its soft light 
having been obscured by near-invisible clouds. Rief could 
sense the water in the sky. He could feel the rain coming, 
but he sat still against the chimney shaft. 


His eyes were closed when he heard it start. Rief looked up 
as he made out the quiet rustling noise that always ushered 
in the rain. Casting a spell to keep the water from his 
journal, Rief stood and turned his nose to the sky as the rain 
finally overtook him. 


*Chapter 2*: Chapter 2 


Author's Note 


So | wrote a second chapter. I'm definitely writing a third 
now, and maybe a fourth if | really get going. Thanks for the 
positive feedback and favoriting. It means a lot. Sorry | 
haven't updated in over a year. | honestly wasn't planning 
on a second chapter, and then | started it and had to quit. 
Lot of personal problems over the past few months. But I'm 
back now. 


Matthew turned his head and glanced at the wall as he 
heard the door to the next room softly click closed. 


"Rief" he whispered, shaking his head slightly. The smaller 
boy had been very quiet lately, much quieter than was 
normal. Not that Rief was a very talkative boy. No, he 
couldn't be called a socialite by any means: In that way they 
were very much alike. But he was curious. 


Always curious, the boy's mind was insatiable. The water 
Adept had a manner about him. Perpetually placid and 
reserved, his calm was only broken once his interest had 
been aroused. And then Rief was almost a different person 
entirely. 


The speculative light behind his eyes flickered and caught, 
the resulting flames burning brightly with his curiosity. That 
was Matthew's favorite aspect of Rief's personality. The 
duality. How this quiet, respectful, contemplative boy could 
be incited to such fiery passion. He could easily remember 
the first time that he had seen this hidden aspect of the 
youth that occupied most of his thoughts these days. 


It had been scarcely a week since they had found Rief 
locked in a crate by the southern exit of the caverns. They 
had found the Harapa Ruins, and of course they immediately 
began exploring. Matthew watched from behind his hair as 
the tiny Mercury Adept glided effortlessly across the icy 
floors. 


"You sure are graceful on the ice, Rief" Karis noted, a new 
look of respect in those too-wise-for-her-age eyes. Rief 
turned towards her immediately, a sheepish look on his face 
and a blush staining his pale cheeks. 


"Oh, it's not as impressive as you think it is. | grew up in Imil, 
and it's almost always winter there. You get used to the ice 
or you get used to falling down. A lot." 


"That's right, you're Mia's kid" Tyrell almost shouted. A half- 
smile appeared on Matthew's face. Tyrell never did anything 
quietly. "I forgot there for a second. | was only ever up north 
that one time with dad and Matthew. You remember that, 
Matt? Mia sure is pretty, but | don't think you were there, 
Rief" He nudged Rief in the ribs for his attention. "Hey, how 
can you stand always being so cold?" Matthew chuckled to 
himself. Tyrell wasn't known for having the longest attention 
Span, but conversations with him were always amusing. 


"I've never had a problem with the cold. I'm not sure if it's 
because | became acclimated to chilly weather due to my 
home, or if it is a side-effect of my Mercury psynergy." At this 
Matthew noticed Rief's gaze become distanced and he 
began to chew his bottom lip. 


"You know, now that you mention it, | bet it is because of 
your psynergy, Rief." Karis chimed in. "I've never seen Tyrell 
so much as break a sweat, even that summer a few years 
back when | swore I was going to die of heatstroke. Do you 


remember that, Matthew?" Matthew nodded and Karis 
continued. "I bet your elemental alignment gives you both 
advantages in certain temperatures... You really are nothing 
more than a hotheaded brute, Tyrell." 


Rief chuckled and Matthew let loose the slightest hint of a 
smile. "Oh yeah, well at least I'm not all windy. So there." 


"Was that supposed to be an insult? You really need to work 
on your comebacks, Tyrell." Karis said through her laughter. 
Matthew was surprised by how much he enjoyed Rief's 
accompanying laugh, but he put it out of his head. They 
were here for a reason, and they really should finish 
investigating. 


"Let's get back on track guys. We still haven't found 
anything in these ruins." His slight prodding took effect, and 
the group continued their investigation of the icy ruins. 
Matthew was surprised when they discovered the Ice Queen 
and was forced to battle her, but he had heard still stranger 
stories from his parents about their adventures. The fight 
was fierce, but ultimately they came out victorious. Matthew 
turned from casting a Cure on Tyrell, who had received a 
nasty gash to the shoulder, and stopped when he saw the 
expression on Rief's face. The blue-haired boy was 
completely focused, even more so than when casting a spell 
in combat. His eyes were aflame and he seemed to be 
whispering something to himself. His fingers twitched along 
to the whispering; never fully forming gestures, but absently 
tracing half-shapes and arcs in the air. Matthew was 
immediately alarmed and instantly moved to Rief's side. 


"Is something wrong, Rief? You don't seem to be yourself." 
Karis, noting the alarm in his tone, looked up instantly from 
where she sat on the floor. 


"Matthew..." she said anxiously. 


Rief met his gaze and stopped his murmuring. "Oh, no. I'm 
quite alright. | was just thinking. | mean, my mother told me 
of the special psynergy gems that they found along their 
quest and the powers that they bestowed, but this seems to 
be something else altogether... A stone with a woman 
trapped inside." His voice was different, thrilled. "She 
appears to be just as sentient as you and me. So is she alive 
and imprisoned within, or is her spirit just somehow bound 
to the stone? And how is she able to transfer her powers to 
me?" 


Rief pulled a small white book from his robes and 
immediately began writing. Matthew regained his calm as he 
realized that his new friend was not possessed or injured in 
any way. His curiosity had merely been awakened, and his 
mind was working furiously to solve the current mystery. 
Karis, also realizing that nothing was amiss, turned to talk to 
the ever-oblivious Tyrell, but Matthew continued to watch 
the smaller boy. 


He had been intrigued by Rief since their first meeting; the 
blond teen usually held back in conversation and preferred 
to quietly observe the others, now he was fascinated. And 
because of this tendency to just watch and listen, Matthew 
usually found it quite easy to divine the character of others. 
He was a deep thinker, and he enjoyed when something was 
challenging. Rief was challenging: Matthew knew that the 
younger teen was clever, and with intelligence came 
complexity. Matthew had always been drawn to complexity, 
and he found the passion behind the other's clear blue eyes 
to be both remarkable and piquant. 


He hadn't thought that the fragile-looking boy could be so 
fervent, but he now saw the steely conviction behind those 


eyes. Matthew understood, and he was now set on 
discerning the rest of the water Adept's personality. Rief 
looked up excitedly. "| wonder if | can get her to speak to me 
again, Matthew. This is marvelous." Matthew smiled at the 
delight on Rief's face, fully this time. 


He found that he was smiling again just remembering the 
look on Rief's face. They had become close friends as the 
months were swallowed up by their quest. Matthew greatly 
enjoyed Rief's company. The soft-spoken boy was incredibly 
smart and compassionate. He was just as benevolent as his 
mother Mia, or at least the Mia Matthew had come to know 
from stories of his father's adventures. 


But that smile slipped from Matthew's face as he thought 
more of his complex counterpart. Matthew had seen that fire 
less and less lately: he Knew something was wrong; he just 
wasn't sure what to do about it yet. 


Matthew glared up at the roof above him, his mind far from 
the rain hitting the thatch overhead. A little over a month, 
that's how long Matthew's been angry with himself. He scoffs 
and rolls onto his side as he remembers the first time he'd 
noticed the shadow that had fallen over his friend's features; 
the shadow that had been there keeping Rief locked inside, 
ever since their conversation at the lakeside. The Earth 
Adept's blue eyes hardened while his mind ran through, for 
the hundredth time, the weeks filled with nothing but 
frustration and undiscovery: Every time his probing was 
repelled by the wall of ice that Rief could become, the fire of 
his anger grew hotter. 


It seemed to be a stalemate, an impasse. Matthew had 
always been good at seeing what others missed, what they 
hid. But Rief was much better at keeping things to himself 
than Matthew had expected. The boy kept all of his 


problems inside. And seeing the sparks of pain that Rief 
couldn't clear from his eyes fast enough burned within 
Matthew's chest. Matthew was sure that his small friend just 
didn't want to become a burden on the group by sharing the 
load, and knowing this made those feelings rear up once 
more. 


Matthew pushed them back down: Now wasn't really the 
time to deal with his own problems, something was wrong 
with a close friend. Maybe even his closest friend. Of course, 
Matthew wasn't surprised by this thought. He was a very 
self-aware teenager, and the Earth Adept knew his emotions 
on sight. So he had foreseen this increasing fondness for the 
blue-haired boy, and he had known how protective he would 
start to become. 


But now wasn't the time for Matthew to dwell on his own 
feelings, much less voice them out loud. He had a mission to 
accomplish, and there were decisions to be made: lives 
depended on what he chose to do next, and he had to think 
of every single person in the group: They were all Matthew's 
responsibility. He did his best to discover and soothe his 
friends' worries. Matthew had to be so many things: the 
fearless leader, a best friend, an excellent swordsman, their 
big brother, a protector, and the shoulder to cry on. He just 
didn't think he would be able to find time for any more. 
Matthew refused to take up a personal pursuit when the rest 
of his friends needed so much of him; besides, he was a little 
scared of the idea. It was better if it wait until later. 


And so Matthew was here, lying in bed staring at the ceiling, 
frustrated because the most important member of his group 
wasn't well and he didn't know what to do. He considered 
speaking with Karis about his quiet conundrum, but the fiery 
girl had always been better with ideas and concepts whereas 
Matthew understood people. Still, if he didn't solve this soon 


he would be forced to seek outside help and Karis was the 
best person for the job. She was a born problem solver, but 
the Jupiter Adept also knew when to use discretion. 


Matthew turned over and drowned his face in the pillow, a 
sigh exploding out into the quiet. Something had to change, 
and soon. Matthew wasn't sure how many more nights of 
staring at the ceiling he could take; Cure wouldn't be able to 
ease his weariness forever. He realized that he was more 
invested in the situation than was appropriate for even a 
close friend, but Matthew wasn't concerned. He rolled onto 
his back once again, fixing his gaze on the rafters. There 
would be time to deal with that once he had dealt with what 
was bothering Rief. 


